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which we shall learn also, though not till the following year
and when on the very point of quitting Arabia, the disastrous
conclusion.

Meanwhile with no slight difficulty we slid down the sand,
descending from our elevated position, and at once lost sight,
much to my regret, of the peaks of Djobbah; nor did we view
them again till when close under their base, at the verge of the
Nefood.

But the further we advanced the worse did the desert grow,
more desolate, more hopeless in its barren waves ; and at noon
our band broke up into a thorough "sauve qui peut;" some had
already exhausted their provisions, solid or liquid, and others
were scarcely better furnished; every one goaded on his beast
to reach the land of rest and safety. Djedey', my comrade, and
myself, kept naturally together. On a sudden my attention
was called to two or three sparrows, twittering under a shrub
by the wayside. They were the first birds we had met with in
this desert, and indicated our approach to cultivation and life.
I bethought me of tales heard in childhood, at a comfortable
fireside, how some far- wandering sailors, Columbus and his
crew, if my memory serves me right, after days and months of
dreary ocean, welcomed a bird that, borne from some yet un-
discovered coast, first settled on their mast My comrade foil
a crying for very joy.

However we had yet a long course before us, and we ploughed
on all that evening with scarce an hour's halt for a most scanty
supper, and then all night up and down the undulating laby-
rinth, like men in an enchanter's circle, fated always to journey
and never to advance. During the dark hours that immediately
precede the dawn, we fell in with a band of some sixty horse-
men, armed with matchlocks and lances; they formed part of a
military expedition directed by order of Telal against the inso-
lence of some Tey'yahha Bedouins in the neighbourhood of
Teymah.

The morning broke on us still toiling amid the sands. By
daylight we saw our straggling companions like black specks
here and there, one far ahead on a yet vigorous dromedary,
another in the rear, dismounted, and urging his fallen beast to
rise by plunging a knife a good inch deep into its haunches, a
third lagging in the extreme distance. Every one for himself